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Light  and  Shade 

Sweet  mystery  made, 
Then  came  Song  that  ivay, 

u  Come  join  with  me 

In  minstrelsy 
And  I  my  pipe  will  play." 

Our  triune  choir 

Will  gather  fire 
From  the  fount  that  feeds  Love's  shrine; 

That  round  the  hearth 

Where  Joy  finds  birth 
Love's  fairest  flowers  may  twine. 
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Lucem  Sequor 

Wisdom  and  Love  divine 

Grant  me,  I  pray, 

That  through  the  darkest  day 
Thy  lamp  may  shine. 

Lead  me  till  life's  last  breath 

By  faith  alone 

Into  the  great  unknown 
Mystery  of  death. 

When  in  the  realm  of  night 

I  lie  asleep 

Thy  silent  vigil  keep 
Till  morning  light. 


The  Burden  of  the  East 

Wind  that  breathed  on  creation 

At  dawn  of  primeval  day, 
Quickening  the  soul  of  a  nation, 

Or  hastening  mortal  decay, 

Read  me  the  burden  of  the  East, 
Interpret  the  answer  plain  ; 

When  the  loom  of  fate  weaves  fast 
The  web  bears  a  bloody  stain. 

As  they  stir  the  dust  of  ages, 

Will  they  find  the  mystery  whole, 

The  wisdom  of  ancient  sages, 
The  Nirvana  of  the  soul  ? 
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The  Burden  of  the  East 

The  East  and  "West  are  blending 
For  the  veil  is  rent  in  twain ; 

The  spirit  of  light  descending 
Brings  life  to  the  dead  again. 

Where  men  are  strong  from  musing, 
And  stedfast  through  inborn  faith, 

There  light  with  light  infusing 
Is  conquering  death  by  death. 

The  spirit  moves  on  the  waters 
And  dominions  pass  away, 

Yet  ever  earth's  sons  and  daughters 
Will  watch  for  the  coming  day. 


Westminster  Abbey 

Great  Abbey  in  our  centre, 

Dear  mother  of  my  youth, 
Whene'er  thy  courts  I  enter 

I  learn  in  thee  God's  truth, 
Through  holy  Gospel's  teaching, 

From  lips  of  sage  or  friend, 
Of  mercy  ever-reaching, 

Of  love  that  knows  no  end. 

I  find  in  thee  refection, 
Refreshment  by  the  way, 

And  thoughts  for  calm  reflection 
To  carry  through  the  day  •, 
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Westminster  Abbey 

When  music  rolls  like  thunder, 

Or  echoes  in  the  air, 
My  heart  is  caught  with  wonder, 

Held  in  unconscious  prayer. 


The  western  sun  has  kindled 

A  blaze  upon  the  screen, 
'Tis  earth  and  heaven  mingled 

Showing  where  Christ  has  been. 
Faith's  eye  has  seen  Him  blessing 

Where  saints  and  souls  do  meet ; 
There  sin-bound  hearts,  confessing, 

Have  found  communion  sweet. 


Around  in  grand  procession 
Stand  mighty  men,  who  trod 

Life's  path  in  true  profession 
Of  faith  that  leads  to  God 
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Westminster  Abbey 

And  following  on  to  glory 
Are  those,  the  victor  throng, 

Whose  names  are  great  in  story, 
Whose  deeds  still  live  in  song. 

Close  to  the  cloister's  portal 

The  Indian  heroes  lie, 
Who  taught  by  feats  immortal 

How  great  men  live  and  die ; 
They  are  not  dead  but  sleeping, 

For  in  the  lofty  nave 
The  spirit  vigil  keeping 

Speaks  from  the  lowly  grave. 


A  Legend  of  the  Clock  of 
Saint  Giles 

Of  London  town  some  centuries  ago 
A  tale  is  told  of  misery  and  woe  •, 
In  court  a  girl  was  tried  for  theft,  and  she 
Was    thence    condemned    to    die    upon    the 
gallows-tree. 

As  the  sad  train  along  the  Broad  Street  files, 
Passing  the  parish  church  of  venerable  Saint 

Giles, 
Before    the    northern    gate    a    sudden    halt 

occurred, 
And  above  the  crowd  the  maiden's  voice  was 

heard. 
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Clock  of  Saint  Giles 

"  Listen,  I  pray,  ye  wise  among  the  people : 
The  hands  that  mark  the  hour  on  yon  church 

steeple 
Shall  cease  to  take  their  daily  double  round 
Till  guiltless  I  of  this  base  crime  be  found." 

To  death  she   passed  :  henceforth   upon  the 

tower 
The  parish  timepiece  no  longer  tells  the  hour  ; 
Do  what  they  will  by  every  force  and  skill, 
Yet  still  the  hands  refuse  their  daily  task  to 

fill. 

The  months  rolled  by :  it  chanced  a  passing 

wight 
Had  seen  a  jackdaw  on  the  tower  alight ; 
He,  ever  on  curious  quest,  with  mind  intent, 
Noted    that    bird,   and   watched    the   way   it 

went. 
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Clock  of  Saint  Giles 

Forthwith  he  mounts  the  tower,  and  in  among 

the  bells 
Tracks    out    the    place    wherein    the    rascal 

dwells. 
There,  heaped  in  dust  upon  the  belfry  floor, 
Are  hoards  of  rubbish,  money,  gold  galore. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Alas  !  the  fate  of  that  poor  guiltless  maid 
In  early  grave  by  misplaced  justice  laid  : 
Oh !   may  her  soul  have  found  a  glad  release 
When  the  hand  of  time  marched  on  again  in 
peace. 


The  Annunciation 

Alone    in    her    chamber    sweet    Mary    the 
maiden 
Ponders  over  legends  the  prophets  wrote 
of  old ; 
She  knows  that  the  Saviour,  who  long  has 
been  expected, 
Will  be  born  of  a  virgin,  for   so  it  was 
foretold. 

Suddenly  she's  wakened  by  sound  of  rushing 
pinions, 
And  Gabriel,  archangel,  descends  on  rapid 
wing ; 

io 


The  Annunciation 

He  bears  her  a  message  from  God  the  holy 
Father, 
And  hails  her  "  Most  blessed — mother  of 
the  King." 

"  Fear    not,    Mary — maiden  !    for    thou    art 
highly  favoured 
To  be  mother  of  Jesus,  Lord  of  all  the 
earth, 
In  thee  is  accomplished  the  promise  that  was 
given 
Of  a  King  and  Redeemer,  born  of  mortal 
birth." 

Now    in    her    chamber    the    maid    is    lowly 
bending, 
Rapt   in  sweet  ecstasy,  and  with  wonder 
awed  ; 

II 


The  Annunciation 

And  the  angel  departing  leaves  her  humbly 
praying, 
"  According  to  Thy  word  so  be  it  to  me, 
Lord." 


Lines  written  on  the  picture  of  the  Annunciation  by 
Fra  Filippo  Lippi  in  the  National  Gallery,  London. 
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The  Wondrous  Birth 

Long  ages  ago  in  an  Eastern  land 
Our  Lord  was  born  upon  earth, 
And  the  angels  were  heard  singing,  singing, 
By  the  shepherds  of  old 
As  they  watched  by  the  fold ; 
Peace    and    good-will    to    earth    they    were 
bringing 
To  herald  the  Saviour's  birth. 

"When  the  wise  men  saw  the  star  in  the  East, 

They  rejoiced  with  reverent  mirth, 
For  they  knew  that  it  bore  a  message  to 
them, 
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The  Wondrous  Birth 

So  they  followed  it  on, 
Till  the  king  on  his  throne 
Was  amazed  when  they  spoke  of  Bethlehem, 
And  a  King  of  Israel's  birth. 

But  the  child  who  was  laid  in  a  manger  bed 

"Was  maker  of  all  the  earth  ; 
Now    precious    gifts    to    His    feet    they    are 
bringing, 
And  before  Him  unfold 
Myrrh,  incense  and  gold  ; 
And    their   hearts  within   them  are   singing, 
singing, 
Of  the  child  with  the  wondrous  birth. 


"Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  have 
entered  into  the  heart  of  man,  the  things  which  God 
hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  him." — I  Cor.  ii.  9. 

Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  hath  heard, 

Nor  hath  the  mind  of  man 
Conceived  the  things  which  are  prepared 

Within  th'  eternal  plan. 

Wonders  in  dreams  and  visions  bright 

Were  seen  by  men  of  yore  ; 
But  we  who  walk  by  faith  not  sight 

Receive  these  signs  no  more. 

But  some  with  earth-beclouded  mind 

Delight  in  thought  to  dwell 
On  vain  inventions — unrefined, 

Grossly  material. 
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Eye  Hath  Not  Seen 

Beyond  this  life  of  pain  and  woe, 
Falsehood  and  fretting  cares, 

There  is  for  us  the  place  we  know 
The  Lord  Himself  prepares. 

But  He,  who  doth  from  us  withhold 
The  things  of  heaven  above, 

Bids  us  on  earth  by  faith  behold 
The  wonders  of  His  love. 
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"Pray  ye  therefore  the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he 
will  send  forth  labourers  into  his  harvest." — Matt.  ix.  38. 


The  fields  are  white  to  harvest, 

The  corn  is  full  within, 
"  Pray  ye  the  Lord  of  harvest 

To  send  his  labourers  in." 
From  North,  South,  East  and  Westward 

The  crops  their  fulness  yield, 
Go  forth,  ye  men  and  women, 

To  reap  the  Lord's  own  field. 

The  Master  still  is  calling, 

As  once  in  Galilee, 
Come  forth,  my  true  disciples, 

And  win  men's  souls  for  Me. 
17 


The  Fields  are  White  to  Harvest 

From  lands  with  sorrow  laden 

The  same  appeal  goes  on, 
"  Come  over  now  and  help  us, 

The  men  of  Macedon." 

The  blood  of  blessed  martyrs 

Cries  to  the  Judge  on  high, 
While  heathen  walk  in  darkness, 

And  men  God's  laws  defy. 
When  to  the  fields  of  promise 

The  Lord  returns  again, 
He'll  bid  His  faithful  reapers 

Bring  their  sheaves  of  golden  grain. 

Saint  Andrews  E-ue,   I904. 
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Solomon's  Lily 

In  the  garden  walks  the  Master 
Where  the  stately  lilies  grow, 

Every  flower  as  He  passes 
At  His  feet  is  bending  low, 

Save  the  crowned  lily  only  •, 
She  to  Him  no  homage  pays, 

Till  the  gentle  Lord  of  glory 

Turns  to  her  His  wondrous  gaze. 

'Neath  His  look  of  love  and  pity 
O'er  her  petals  blushes  spread, 

And  her  tears  are  ever  falling 

Where  she  droops  her  clustered  head. 
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The  Redbreast 

"  Save,  Lord,  we  perish  !  "  rang  the  cry, 

And  the  grey-clad  songster  flew 
To  ease  the  souls  in  purgat'ry 

With  cooling  drops  of  dew. 
Battling  the  flames,  forward  he  pressed 

Bravely  upon  his  way, 
And  the  fire  branded  his  tender  breast 

With  the  glow  of  love  that  day. 
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Lines  on  an  Egyptian 
Statuette 

Ancient  Egyptian  "  claqueuse," 

Poised  on  thy  slender  heel, 
Thy  half-closed  lids,  "  O  reveuse  !  " 

Deep  mysteries  reveal. 
In  thrall  behind  those  glances 

Fantastic  measures  flow, 
And  my  pulses  surge  to  dances 

You  timed  so  long  ago. 
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From  an  Arabian  Proverb 

"  A  sponge  for  yesterday, 

A  rose  for  to-day, 

A  kiss  for  to-morrow." 

In  life's  midway 

While  day  doth  last 
To  wipe  away 

All  sorrows  past. 

At  eve  to  know 

Ere  daylight  close 
The  fragrance  of 

The  full-blown  rose, 
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From  an  Arabian  Proverb 

And  so  to  live 
Insured  by  this, 

In  death  to  give 
The  final  kiss. 
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Lido 

Lido  !  Lido  !  the  sea  is  calling — 
(O'er  green-clad  rocks  white  foam  is  falling;) 
The  Spring  is  here. 

Lido !  chant  the  birds  with  ruffled  throat, 
Lido  !  in  the  nightingale's  wild  note 
Rings  sweet  and  clear. 

The  air  is  laden  with  scent  of  hay, 
Flowering  acacia,  sweet  briar,  may; 
Summer  is  near. 

Lido  !    Lido  !  from  morn  till  even 
Thy  golden  hours  I  spend  in  heaven 
With  memories  dear. 

May  1905. 


Love  and  Death 

The  sun  has  kissed  the  dew  from  off  the 

rosebud's  lips, 
Into  the  lily's  cup  the  bee  exultant  dips, 
Lured  by  the  ripple  the  little  moonbeam  slips, 
For  Love  passed  by  that  way. 

But  while  Love   dallied  long  where  swiftly 

moments  glide, 
The    ruddy  wine   is   spilt — affrighted    home 

he  hied ; 
The  latch   was  lifted,  the   door   stood  open 

wide, 

For  Death  passed  by  that  way. 
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An  Old  Story 

There  was  a  lovely  lady- 
Imprisoned  in  a  tower, 

Where  a  dreadful  dragon 
Had  her  in  his  power. 

There  came  along  a  warrior 

Passing  unaware, 
Ambling  on  his  palfrey, 

Blithe  and  debonair. 

When  he  heard  the  story 
Of  the  lady's  plight, 

He  became  her  champion 
Like  a  gallant  knight. 
26 


An  Old  Story 

He  smote  upon  the  portal 
With  his  mailed  fist ; 

And  there  the  awful  dragon 
Stood  ready  to  resist. 

Of  that  fearful  conflict, 
Long  and  very  sore, 

And  how  the  story  ended, 
I  need  not  tell  you  more. 
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Biazze 

In  your  father's  ancient  castle, 

Through  the  stately  banquet  hall 
You  move  amongst  us,  Biazze, 

A  queen  above  us  all : 
Or  in  your  turret  chamber 

You  are  gayest  of  the  throng 
Of  spinning-maids,  who  whirl  their  wheels 

To  rippling  laugh  and  song. 

All  Nature  has  hushed  to  listen 
For  your  footsteps  as  they  pass 

Through  mists  of  the  early  morning 
Across  the  dewy  grass 
28 


Biazze 


To  our  tryst  within  the  forest, 
Where  sleeping  shadows  lie, 

Do  you  come  to  crown  me,  Biazze, 
Or  to  bid  me  a  last  "  goodbye  "  ? 
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Yvonne  Marie 

The  boats  set  forth  as  the  sun  sank  low, 
And  the  women  stood  watching  to  see  them 

And  with  them  Yvonne  Marie. 

Fierce  raged  the  wind  at  the  dead  of  night, 
And  the  women  prayed  till  morning  light 
For  those  who  were  on  the  sea. 

And   sad    were    their    hearts    the    following 

day, 
When    the    news    of    wreck    came    by    that 

way, 

All  feared  what  the  worst  might  be. 
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Yvonne  Marie 

And  those  who  returned  again  from  the  deep 
Within  the  grave  were  laid  to  sleep, 
But  one  was  held  by  the  sea. 

For  their  husbands  and  sons  the  women  wept, 
But  a  lover  was  he  whom  the  sea  had  kept, 
And  the  loved  one  Yvonne  Marie. 
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The   Harmony  of  Life 

Often  I  walk  to  music, 

When  my  thoughts  are  flowing  free 
My  paces  keep  the  measure 

Of  a  timeful  melody. 

Often  I  work  to  music, 

When  the  task  that  was  begun 
In  faith,  with  love  progressing, 

To  its  close  hath  nearly  run. 

Often  I  read  to  music, 

When  I  feel  the  writer's  soul 

Leading  me  on  to  knowledge 
Of  this  life's  continuous  whole. 
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The  Harmony  of  Life 

And  when  I  pray  to  music, 

While  no  answer  here  is  heard, 

Perchance  the  choirs  of  heaven 
Take  up  the  trembling  chord. 

At  hush  of  eve  I  listen 

To  music  from  afar, 
The  spheres  in  rhythmic  motion 

With  the  song  of  the  morning  star. 

And  my  whole  heart  throbs  with  music 
When  nature  and  art  combine 

In  one  triumphant  paean 

With  the  harmonies  divine. 
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The  Everlasting  Hills 

Sad-hearted  folk  abiding 

In  the  shade  of  a  mist-wreathed  land, 
Lift  up  your  eyes  to  heaven 

And  strive  to  understand 
The  cradle-song  that  Nature  sings 

To  those  'mid  mountains  born, 
Where  unsealed  peaks  of  spotless  snow 

Reflect  in  the  early  morn 
The  first  red  glow  of  the  rising  sun, 

Herald  of  new  born  day  ; 
'Tis  the  song  of  eternal  life  to  come, 

And  a  song  of  love  for  aye. 
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Awake !    Awake ! 

Awake  !  awake  !  the  long  dark  night  is  done; 
The  dawn  is  parting  from  the  rising  sun. 
Awake !  Awake  ! 

Whate'er  thy  joys,  they  meet  thee  with  the 

day; 
Whate'er  thy  griefs,  they  fade  in  light  away. 
Awake !  Awake  ! 

Wake,  mournful  heart !  and  let  the  past   be 

past. 
Wake,  happy  soul !   all  life  must  wake  at  last. 
Awake  !   Awake  ! 

Suggested  by  a  poem  called  "  To  Sleep  I  To  Sleep  !  " 
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Translations 


Translated  from  the  German  of  Heinnch  Heine 


(Die  heil'gen  drei  Kon'ge 
aus  Morgenland) 

The  holy  three  kings  from  out  of  the  East, 
They  went  asking  in  all  the  towns, 

"  Where  lies  the  way  to  Bethlehem, 
Ye  beloved  maidens  and  clowns  ?  " 

As  neither  the  youths,  nor  their  elders,  could 
tell 

By  which  road  the  kings  ought  to  tread, 
They  followed  after  a  golden  star, 

That  was  beckoning  overhead. 
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Translations 

The  star  stood  still  over  Joseph's  house, 
So  thither  their  treasures  they  bring  ; 

The  oxen  lowed,  and  the  infant  crowed, 
And  the  holy  three  kings  did  sing. 


40 


II 

(Mein   Kind,  wir  waren 
Kinder) 

My  child>  when  we  were  children, 
Two  children,  small  and  gay, 

We  crept  within  the  hen-house 
And  hid  behind  the  hay. 


We  crowed  so  like  the  barn-cocks, 

That  all  the  passers-by, 
Hearing  the  cock-a-doodling, 

Thought  it  the  poultry's  cry. 
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Translations 

Of  boxes,  in  our  back  yard, 
Piled  up  and  fixed  with  care, 

We  made  a  famous  dwelling, 
And  lived  together  there. 

A  neighbour's  ancient  tabby 

Would  often  come  to  call ; 
We  made  her  bows  and  curtsies, 

And  compliments  and  all. 

We  asked  her  "  How  her  health  did  ?" 

And  civilly  conversed ; 
We  have  the  same  thing  often 

With  other  cats  rehearsed. 

Also  we  sat  in  judgment 
In  grown-up  people's  way; 

And  deplored,  how  far  superior 
Were  things  in  our  day. 
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Translations 

How  love,  truth  and  religion 
Had  vanished  from  the  world  ; 

"  And  oh  !   how  dear  was  coffee  ! 
And  oh  !  how  scarce  was  gold  !  " 

Gone  is  the  children's  play-time ; 

And  everything  rolls  by — 
Time  and  the  world  and  money, 

And  belief  and  loyalty. 
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Ill 

(Ich  hatte  einst  ein  schones 
Vaterland) 

Methought  I  had  a  glorious  Fatherland, 
There  grew  the  oak  'bove  all  supreme, 
And  violets  softly  bowed. 
It  was  a  dream. 

And  when  I  came  to  foreign  lands  afar 
There  was  a  maid,  whose  hair  did  gleam 
With  gold  (so  fair  to  see). 
It  was  a  dream. 
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Translations 

Who  gave  the  German  kiss,  and  spake  the 
German  tongue, 
I  scarce  believed  (so  strange  did  seem), 
The  words  "  Ich  liebe  dich  !  " 
It  was  a  dream. 
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IV 


(Mein  Liebchen,  wir  sassen 
beisammen) 

Beloved,  together  we  tarried 

In  our  boat  with  sorrow  opprest ; 

By  the  magic  of  night  we  were  carried 
Far  out  on  the  ocean's  breast. 

The  ghost-isle  presented  a  wonder 
Of  shimmering  sheen  and  shade  ; 

Fog-dancers  glided  asunder, 
And  mystical  music  played. 
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Translations 

The  strains  growing  sweeter  shifted, 

Passed  into  a  minor  key  ; 
But  we  together  had  drifted 

Forlorn  on  the  open  sea. 
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V 

(Ein   Fichtenbaum  steht 
einsam) 

A  pine-tree  is  standing  lonely 
On  a  barren  northern  height, 

Adrowse,  while  the  snow  is  wrapping 
Him  up  in  a  covering  white. 

He  is  dreaming  of  a  palm-tree 

Afar  in  the  Orientland, 
Alone  she  is  mutely  mourning 

'Midst  the  burning  desert  sand. 
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From  the   German  of  J.    v.   Eichendorff 

(Die  Abendglocken 
klangen) 

When  evening  bells  were  playing 

In  the  peaceful  vale  their  chimes, 
We  heard  the  music  straying 

Up  yonder  a  hundred  times. 
In  stillness  down  below  us 

Lay  the  country  far  and  wide, 
Only  the  lindens  o'er  us 

Rustled  at  even  tide. 

To-day  the  bells  are  ringing 
And  why  do  I  feel  forlorn  ? 
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Translations 

The  bells  to  me  are  telling 
Of  all  that  is  past  and  gone. 

I  would  that  I  were  lying 
Beneath  the  linden  sprays 

That  rustle  every  evening 
As  in  the  old  sweet  days. 
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Translated  from  the  French  of  Victor  Hugo 

(L'enigme  ne  dit  pas  son 
mot) 


Did  you  know  that  I  was  dissembling, 
Faint  in  my  heart's  distress  ? 

Whilst  you  were  there  I  was  trembling, 
Conscious  of  happiness. 

To-day  like  a  breath  of  evening, 

The  trees  sway  to  and  fro : 
And  you  leave  me  ne'er  perceiving 

My  soul's  unspoken  woe. 
51 


Translations 

Alas  !   'tis  the  hour  of  parting  ; 

Ah  !    how  the  forest  sighs  ! 
To-morrow  may  see  you  laughing, 

And  the  tears  that  dim  my  eyes. 

Sweet  words  I  must  soon  be  effacing  ; 

"  I  love  thee,"  they  rend  to-day  ; 
You  said  them  without  thinking, 

I  think  them  and  dare  not  say. 
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Translated  from  the  French 

(Parle,  parle,  Seigneur) 

Speak  to  Thy  servant,  Lord. 

Thy  servant  now  am  I, 
For  day  and  night  I  tread  the  road 

That  saints  have  travelled  by. 

On  me  the  power  bestow 

To  do  Thy  sacred  will ; 
Make  me  Thy  solemn  truths  to  know 

And  Thy  designs  fulfil. 

No  doctor  can  expound 
The  plan  of  Thy  decrees  ; 

Nor  can  the  sages'  wisdom  sound 
Thy  wondrous  mysteries. 
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Translations 

Speak,  O  my  God !    to  me, 
The  hearing  ear  be  mine, 

That  listening  finds  eternity 
In  accents  all  divine. 
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Translated  from  the  French  of  Margaret  of 
Navarre 

(Seigneur,  quand  viendra 
le  jour) 

My  Lord,  when  comes  the  day 

I  long  to  see, 
"When  drawn  by  love  away 

I  pass  to  Thee. 

Calm  Thou  the  troubled  breast, 

Bid  tears  to  cease, 
And  give  me  what  is  best — 

To  sleep  in  peace. 


55 


PRINTED    BY 

TURNBULL   AND   SPEARS, 

EDINBURGH 


This  book  is  DUE  on  the  last 
date  stamped  below. 


REMINGTON  RAND  INC.  20       213  (533 


PR 

c?53  l 


.UC  SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  LIBRARY 


AA    000  369  041 


